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little mirthful. But Ingrid was different. She was
part of the moonlight. I stopped for breath and
listened to the nightingales pouring forth their
vigorous cadences. Each singer vied with his
neighbour in intensive serenade. The cascades of
magic sound echoed down the aisles of greenery.
I soon approached the hut. Sigrid had unwittingly
been an excellent guide. Unknown to her I had
observed the leafy pathway carefully, while she
recounted to me the misdeeds of the trolls.
Then I saw Ingrid standing at the entrance to
the hut. She wore a coat of white flannel. Her
lovely hair dominated the moonlight scene. I
forgot the nightingales. She clasped my hands
gently in greeting.
"I thought you did not come, Shaun," she
whispered, drawing me to the seat.
"You're beautiful, Ingrid.", I said, looking
spellbound into her eyes.
"Sigrid does not think I am beautiful."
"I've forgotten Sigrid and her opinions. I could
gaze at you always."
Ingrid was silent.    I could see tears in her eyes.
"I wish I was like Sigrid," she murmured, and
I thought she was railing at her youth. I learnt
forward and kissed her lips and the tears vanished.
She wove her fingers in mine. We sat and smiled
at each other.
"I hate life often," she said, suddenly serious.
I laughed and burst forth like a pedagogue.
"You'll not always be a schoolgirl, Ingrid.
You'll be free from your cage soon."